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father's house, near St. Roeh's cemetery? Yes,

I thought so. It is haunted, they say. No one
ever goes by there at night. It is a lonely

spot. Curiosity has led me there often but I

have never met a ghost. I did find, though,

a secret closet in the old wainscoting. In it

were bones—human bones. Remember, no one
ever goes there now, but at four o'clock this

morning our cook's only son will be there

—

dying. He will need a physician. You under-

stand? Good. A message on my card, de-

livered by a darky, will bring him there. You
must disguise as chauffeur to fetch him—in my
car. He knows my car. We shall place a

light in the second story. Direct him there.

Follow him. Shoot as he crosses the threshold.

I shall wait for you at the garage door at two.

We can leave by the rear gate. No one will

hear."
A few minutes later Rosemary was in her

father's machine, whirling through Canal
street on her homeward journey. A drizzling

rain had set in. The temporary stands where
thousands had greeted her the morning be-

fore were empty. The carnival colors, purple,

green and gold, hanging in bedraggled limp-

ness, served only to disfigure the places which
they had adorned in the brilliant sunshine of

the previous day. "A commentary on my
short-lived triumph," thought she.

The craven-hearted abettor of Rosemary's
diabolical scheme arranged the details of the
nefarious plot, but in a way suited to his cring-

ing nature. "No finger of suspicion must ever
rest on me. It were better to share my meagre
purse than run a risk."
As if to escape detection even from them-

selves, the plotters were beforehand in their

appointment. At ten minutes of the time fixed
they were on their way by an unfrequented
street. The protectors of the city's peace
after an arduous day, dispensed themselves
from further disturbance by a discreet disap-
pearance. Thus it was possible to reach the
deserted house a half hour before the time
arranged.

Rosemary's undaunted resolution stayed her
courage and that of her companion as they
entered the rambling old mansion. The outer
door stood slightly ajar. The hinges creaked
as it was pushed back. Milland trembled vio-

lently. "Only a creaking door. You'll need
more courage than you are displaying now be-
fore the night is over," said the fearless young
woman. "There is nothing here but empty
rooms and a few secret closets containing dead
inen's bones. Here's my card with the mes-
sage. Don't lose a minute. I'll place a light

here in this hall and another near the window
just above on the second floor. The darky
who delivers the note must lead the way. Wait
until he reaches this spot, at the foot of the
stairs. I shall stay in this room—^to the left.

The recess is in there. It will be open. Every-
thing should be over in two minutes. Now, go
quickly.

'

'

Millerand hesitated. "You will be left

alone," he began.
"Don't waste time in telling me what I

know," exclaimed Rosemary impatiently.
"The loneliness in my heart is greater than the
loneliness in this house. I am not afraid. Go
quickly. A lifeless thigh bone could be a very
good friend in time of danger. I fear noth-
ing except delay."
As they stepped toward the open door, Mil-

land appeared agitated. "You won't venture
near this door? You'll stay in the room to Ihe

left till all is over?"
"Hurry, hurry," she answered him firmly,

closing the door after him. For an instant she

stood still, listening to his retreating steps.

Then she heard the machine drive rapidly

away. She placed her hand over her heart.

"To hate him as I should and as he deserves,"
she thought, "I have sacrificed every senti-

ment of love that ever throbbed here. There
is not left even a ghost of what once was—in

our happy childhood. There may be a ghost
or two of my ancestors wandering through
these deserted rooms. This house is less lone-

ly than I."

Quickly she then drew from her handbag a
small searchlight, candles, matches, and a can
of lubricating oil. The three massive hinges
of the outer door were saturated with oil until

the creaking sound was barely distinguishable.

The candles were lighted and placed. Then
Rosemary opened the recess in the room to the

left and remained there to await the final scene.

Her clear, logical mind directed her how to

spend her time. "Attention to the emotion
kills it. Attention to the cause of the emotion
intensifies it. My psychology proves useful,"

she thought as she rehearsed in mind her early

acquaintance with the man she meant to mur-
der. Every incident was recalled, every
slightest affront magnified into a crime against

her, a lineal descendant of ten generations of

Legendres all of whom had ever stood for the

honor of their name. After a brief interval

her listening ear caught the sound of an ap-

proaching machine. For the last time she
haled Ralph Matthieu before the bar of her
own mind and judged him guilty of death.
The door opened. Dr. Matthieu stepped into


